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I was overtaken by some acquaintances who said they
were going to see Balloni played, an Italian game then
just come into fashion and played at a public house at
Pimlico. As I had never seen it I joined them and looked
on until dusk, when we went into the house to which the
Balloni ground was attached, and drank coffee. It was
then proposed to spend the rest of the evening at Vauxhall,
whither we all went, but the same lowness of spirits op-
pressing me I left the party, and taking a boat I landed
at Westminster Bridge, from whence I walked to Queen
Ann Street, hoping to revive in the society of my fair friend,
but she not being returned to town, I resolved to go quietly
home.

Upon reaching St. Albans Street, about eleven at night,
I knocked with, I knew not why, a tremulous hand and
an uneasy sensation I could not account for, which was
increased by seeing the street door opened by a man
servant who had attended the family to France; at the
same moment I observed trunks in the passage. This
servant looked melancholy and distressed, but uttered
not a word. My first idea was that some fatal accident
had occurred, and I eagerly enquired for my father. The
servant replied, "My master, Sir, is above in his bed chamber,
extremely ill." I then concluded this illness had occasioned
their sudden return, until asking after my mother the same
servant, bursting into tears, said, " My poor mistress
is dead."

This event so sudden, so entirely unexpected, gave me
the severest shock I ever felt. It instantly came across
my .mind that in those moments I was spending in
riot, drunkenness and excess, my revered parent was
breathing her last. Conscience smote me severely, I had
nothing to palliate my conduct, and I retired to my room
grievously oppressed in mind, looking forward with terror
to a meeting with my father, a meeting I was every way
so ill prepared for, but which I every moment expected
to be summoned to, feeling too utterly at a loss what to
say for having so shamefully forfeited my honour.